WATER  UNDER  THE  BRIDGES
of it, so it was sent to Berlin. The report which came back from there
was that it was a cross between a duck which only lived in Europe and
a drake of a species confined to Asia. Presumably they met by chance
on a pool in the Ural Mountains.
The King's shoot at Sakkaria always took place on a Sunday by
invitation, twice or at most thrice a season. As King Fuad did not
shoot himself, his Grand Chamberlain, Zuefika Pasha, a keen sports-
man, was in charge of the proceedings.
There was some talk in Cairo about the High Commissioner shoot-
ing on Sunday, In consequence of it, Lloyd, who was deeply religi-
ous, put the case up for a decision to Gwynne, the greatly liked and
respected Bishop of Cairo and Khartoum and a brother of the Editor
of the Morning Post. The Bishop's fiat was that there was no objec-
tion to his Sunday shooting provided the High Commissioner attended
early service first. The "Bish," as he was familiarly called by all and
sundry, civilians and soldiers alike, in Egypt, was that best of all pre-
lates, a broad-minded one. We played a game of golf on one occasion
to decide whether I should read the lessons at evening service in the
pro-Cathedral once a fortnight. The Bishop won. I always read
them at morning service in Alexandria when I was acting High Com-
missioner. Those were practically the only occasions while I was in
charge on which I used die official Rolls-Royce and all the parapher-
nalia of the High Commissioner, i.e. two motor-cyclists riding ahead
and blowing their horns incessantly to clear the way, then the Rolls
with airman gunmen on motor-cycles at each side of the car level
with the back wheels, and behind that again a car with half a dozen
policemen armed with tommy-guns. It was all done at top speed, and
the din was terrific. Personally, I hated it, but as the Moslems are so
strict about their Fridays, I thought it just as well to remind them that
a Christian could feel just the same way about his Sunday. The
Bishop once asked me if I would like to preach the sermon in the
church at Alexandria. I said I would if I could take as a text, "0 God,
who alone workest great marvels, send down upon our Bishops and
Curates..." So I didn't, nor indeed would my conscience have ever
allowed me to do so. My private life was never sufficiently above
criticism to permit me to talk to my fellow-men from the superior
position of a pulpit.
For me one of the nicest shoots of all was Marg, which one could
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